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HURRICANE KATRINA Still unclear on what Mammon has taken from him, Al Simmons has ventured into 
Chicago. Al struggles with his sanity as he desperately searches for some sort of clue as to 
what his role is in Mammon’s plan. Feverishly circling and tearing out newspaper ads and 
articles, Al seems to notice references surrounding him, almost trying to help 
him remember. 

Following his instincts, Spawn moves deeper into the city, towards an old abandoned 
church. Calling out to whoever will listen, Spawn vocalizes his discontent. Taking shape, 
and tearing down the church in the process, Spawn receives a response from the being 
known only as The Heap. 
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THE AIR 1S 
THICK AND 
FOUL, RANK 
WITH THE 
SCENT OF 
FETID 
VEGETATION 
AND ROTTING 
EARTH. 


A NOXIOUS 
AND 
POISONOUS 
HEAP, THIS 
THING MOVES 
LIKE A TOXIC 
AMOEBA, A 
LIVING 
PESTILENCE 
DIVIDING AND 
RESHAPING 
ITSELF. 


IT RISES UP 
AND LOOKS 
DOWN AT 
ME WITH 
GLOWERING 
EYES. 


You...You Must 
3 STOPPED 





s 

STOPPED 
FROM WHAT? 
YOU CALLED 


AND TREES 
\ TWISTING. 





HOLE HERE, 
IT SEALS UP. 





IT’S TOO FAST. 
TOO MOBILE. 


DEAD EYES 
WATCHING 
ME FROM 

b ALL SIDES. 


A CANNONADE OF REFUSE 


APPENDAGES TRY TO DRAW 
Sm AND QUARTER ME. 


a 


TO STRUGGLE IS L 

POINTLESS, BUT I )gtaye 
DO IT ANYWAY. 
STRUGGLE IS 


ALL I KNOW. 


STRUGGLE 
IS ALL 
I HAVE 
LEFT. 





THE ‘ 
FLOORBOARDS 
NY SNAP BENEATH % 
Np OUR COMBINED 
WEIGHT AND THE 
SOIL OPENS UP 
A GAPING, 


JUST THIS 
MONSTROUS, 
UNBEARABLE 

















INTO THE 
DARKNESS. 


SURROUNDED 
BY INKY 
NOTHINGNESS. 


{ HEAVEN ANv HELL \ 
PLAY LIKE WiLLFUL > 
CHILDREN... FIGHTING 


FOR THE SOULS OF 


S HOME To MAN 


| BUT IT DOES NOT 
BELONG TO MAN. 


BELONGS 


BEYOND WORDS. 
MY MIND SWIMS, 
CONSCIOUSNESS 


SOMEWHERE 
IN RED- BLACK 





CITY CAN AT 
LAST REST EASY. 


THE AL KNIGHT /F 


RETURNS! 


















































IW 
AS 


















































GO SCRUB 
UP FOR DINNER, 
HONEY. AND 
DON'T TOUCH 
THOSE COOKIES. 
\ IT'LL SPOIL YOUR 
APPETITE. 
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Wy, ‘ ; N 
Nall, : : WELL...WAS IT 
v Ii sai ALWAYS LIKE 


\ 


DON'T Wee 
ASK SILLY ‘Ezeee=s 
QUESTIONS, 

SON. 























[— —— ww 
Se QUITNOW SS 
(/ THE SHALLOWS OF _ }\ 
\ MEMORY AND MAKE (/ 
(V FOR THE OPEN SEAS) 
OF THE FUTURE. 
ae ia 
-RAACHINERY 
) OF FATE IS SET \\V 
// IN MOTION. THE WW 
SCRIPT 1S WRITTEN } 
AND THE Y 
— COURSE WELL Jif 
PLOTTED. 
\ PLOTTED. _ 







Afi 
P/ AND 
Ey THIS 1S \ 
(CHOW IT WILL YY 
‘ UNFOLD: ¥ 


Om 
—GTEALS FROM N& 
YOU. TAKES YOUR 
MOST PRECIOUS 
/) POSSESSION. HE 
REMAKES YOu. ) 
| 


NS 


HIS FATE, AGREES THE BATTLE 
: TO CRACK OPEN ) y z Y; REVERBERATES 
M\. THE GATES OF “% P th AcROSS THE 
)) HEAVEN. THE \ ' \_ WORLDS 
\| SECOND WAR ~~ 


BEGINS. / 
) Sa 


DESPONDENT OF ~~ TREMBLES 45 


Z- 


— 2 
SHADOW N < 
i ENGULFS THE 
A Mane Looks 
~~ \C Hu IT o| T 
ts, . . THE SILENT Sky, 
yy CREATURES ay ; Y ) PRAYING TO A 
// OF DARKNESS, \ 
y) BREACHES e o DISTANT GOD FOR 
(LONG HIDDEN 5 c é ; DELIVERANCE 
)\) FROM MORTAL mC a ry) THE WALLS y 4 XS <Q 
\ > ey 
) SIGHT, STEP OUT \ Zs Wy ; OF HEAVEN, Sa 


ss 
OF THE SHADOWS : . Z AND AN fe ; _—— ~~ 
\ AND TERRORIZE //ES ; Wh ON Y i . / x ONANGWYEREDSS 
THE WORLD. , | é M ba K\ ARMY / ‘ nt Se a 


ITS MAKER 
VANISHED 
OR 


PERHAPS 
PERISHED. 
ITIS NOT 


KNOWN. //\ 


MAMMON 
HAS 
LEARNED. A 
SECRET 
HEAVEN HAS 
FOUGHT TO 
KEEP 


THIS 1S 
M\( THE SECRET 


THE CHOIRS 
OF THE SHINING 
citY KEEP UP 

THE FACADE, \W 
CARRYING ON AS 
IF NOTHING HAS 


THE WAR 
ITSELF 1S 
MEANINGLESS. 
?) A CHARADE. 
SO MUCH SET 
DRESSING. 





“FOR IT ALL 
DEVOLVES, AS IT 
MUST, INTO CHAOS. 
INTO ENTROPY. ALL 
OF THE OLD 


REMAKES THE 
UNIVERSE IN HIS 
OWN IMAGE. 


THE FATE 
OF THE EARTH 
IS OF NO 
CONSEQUENCE 
TO HIM. LIKE 
YOU ITISA 
MERE CHESS 
PIECE, 
STRATEGICALLY 
SACRIFICED TO 


IMPLODES 

ON ITSELF, 
COUNTLESS 
WORLDS OF 
POSSIBILITIES 


) SNUFFED 


OuT BEFORE 
THEIR TIME. 








THE LIGHT 


yp 








es 


Fy 


eos 


rips 

















‘Na 
AW 


WAS MINE, 
WASN’T IT? I 
REMEMBER 
NOW 





EMPIRA 





